7he Regret of the Ranee
in the JJall of Peacocks

JH.IS man has taken my husband's life
And laid my Brethren low,

No sister indeed, were I, no wife,
To pardon and let him go*

Yet why does he look so young and slim
As he weak and wounded lies?

How hard for me to be harsh to him
With his soft, appealing eyes.

His hair is ruffled upon the stone
And the slender wrists are bound,

So young! and yet he has overthrown
His scores on the battle ground.

Would I were only a slave to-day,
To whom it were right and meet

To wash the stains of the War away,
The dust from the weary feet.